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N/A 


This never happened. It's just for fun. 
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It was about 130 AM when my bandmates and | stumbled into Denny's restaurant after our gig. We had a 
good night, raising enough that we were able to go drinking after our sets were finished. As the other band 
took the stage, we packed our gear and our manager left for the hotel, after a word of warning: Behave! 
So here we were, menus in front of us, and nobody's thinking of a thing to order. So finally, | spoke up. 


"Are we actually going to eat, or just sit here for three years?" 


Conrad, or Con for short, the other guitarist in the band was finding Jesse's way of reading the menu upside 


down amusing. 


"| think Jesse's gonna have an order of 'hurfla gurdy", he smirked. Jesse eyed him through narrow slits. 


"Like you're doing any better, reading the desert list", he huffed back | hated arguements on an empty 


stomach. 


"Look guys, | say we just order something. Here, I'm gonna go for the Key Lime pie". | smiled at Jesse and Con, 
hoping they might just stop bickering. We were all tired and food was what we really needed. 


Jesse and Con agreed on the pie, so we called a waitress over and ordered three coffees and one whole pie. We 
were just setting in to drinking our coffees when Con said "Hey you guys. Look who's here.Megadeth". Jesse 
and | followed Con's gaze and sure enough, there they were four tables over. 


Dave Mustaine looked moody as usual, Junior Ellefsen was laughing in that annoying way of his, Marty 
Friedman was eating french fries, and Nick Menza was drunk out of his mind. | decided, while | waiting for the 


pie, that I'd go over and say hello. | was halfway over to their table when Con called out loudly. 
"Hey Mustaine! Your coffee's getting cold! It needs some salt!" 


Dave stood up just as | said "The hell it does!". | turned back to keep going to where they were sitting, and 


walked smack into Dave. 


| looked up at him. He looked down at me. | held out my hand. He took it. | stumbled my words, couldn't speak 
Jesse was tersely looking to the other side of the room, at something in the distance beyond us. 
Con bailed me out. With a smile, he walked over to where we were standing. "Guys, I'd like you to meet Joey 


Mustaine. No relation to Dave". Junior, Nick and Marty stood up, shook hands with Con and |. Dave relaxed..for 


about a minute. 


Where Jesse was staring, in the corner of the diner, was Lars Ulrich and James Hetfield. Dave looked really 


pissed off. 
| knew what to do. "Hey, why don't you guys join us at our table. We're having key Lime Pie, our treat". And | 
gave a wink at Dave. Dave smirked at me slightly, getting the jist of what | was trying to do. Junior sat next 


to Jesse, while Con sat between Nick and Marty. Dave was on one side of me, Marty the other. From over at 
their table, Lars glared at us. 


The pie arrived. | had a plan, and it didn't involve behaving anywhere. Cutting a slice, | called out sweetly to 
Lars. 
"Want a slice of pie?" 


Lars glared again, saying "Not if Mustink touched it", then he let out a laugh. James Hetfield chuckled. 
I'd had about enough. 


| stood up, slice of pie neatly tucked into the palm of my hand. Dave and Marty made way for me to get past 


them. | walked toward Lars, every step methodically put. 
Reaching his table | gave a big grin. 


"Well, guess what? My name happens to be Mustaine too.and you're gonna have some fuckin’ pie WHEATHER 
YOU LIKE IT OR NOT!" 


And | smacked the slice into Lars' face. Over at my table, there was a resounding whoop of glee, and another 
slice sailed clear past me, hitting James in the chest. 


"Ante up, bitch!" Dave yelled James looked down at the pie on his shirt,scopped his hand, and then | was 
wearing it. Marty ran up to the table. 


"Run by pie-ing!" he laughed, squelching Lars with another piece of Key Lime sweetness. James ducked as 
Junior pitched pie directly at his head. The pie hit its mark and James wore a light pale green mousse. 


"Pitch at the bitchl", Con hollared sending pie careening at Lars yet again. Nick was rolling on the floor, holding 


his stomach. 
Lars screamed in rage and grabbed a pie from the display tray. | saw it coming, and yanked Dave under the 
table with me. Marty, Junior, Jesse and Con were hiding behind the next table over. Nick, now covered in 


chocolate mousse pie, was still rolling around laughing. 


"We need a new battle plan’, Dave whispered to me 


as pies flew across the room. | nodded. "Yep, | think this one's exhausted itself just slightly’. 


"If it's one thing | know, its that some things, no matter how hard we try, just cannot be undone", Jesse said 


in a curious philosophical quip. Dave looked at me curiously. | smiled. 
"Jesse gets like that when he's drunk. Bass player.” 


Junior and Marty hurled themselves under another table, flinging pie slices as quick as they could grab them. 
Dave started to laugh. 


"Welcome to hell, population: Lars". 


Dave started to get up to move to another table. | grabbed his arm. "Wait. Lars is gunning for you". 
Dave realized that | was right. | yelled out to my bandmates. 


"Con! Jesse! Where are Lars and James in the room?" 


Jesse called back "About 500 paces right, in the corner!". | nodded to him, flipped Con a ‘thumbs up’ and 
grabbed another pie from a tray. 


"I'm goin in", Dave mused. He started to crawl over towards Lars and James‘ barricaded table. 

"Wait", | said again. Dave hunched back down. 

"| gotta go while Junior and Nick have them cornered." 

| leaned in close and found Dave's mouth with mine. 

He seemed surprised, but leaned into the kiss anyway. 

Time froze solid, the only sound we could hear were our hearts beating. Then he jumped up and hurled the pie 
with everything he had. 

Bam! Lars was covered in mince pie filling. He sat down where he was, out of pie ammo. We had won. 

The waitress was on the phone, calling the cops. 

Marty grabbed Dave and |. "Lets beat it outta here, cops are coming". 

All seven of us jumped into Megadeth's tour bus, and the driver tore out of the parking lot. Con, Jesse and | 
had been dropped off at Denny's by our manager, so we were glad for the ride. All the way to the hotel, Nick 
was laughing. Jesse was holding his gut, joining in with Nick. Con was reading a book Marty loaned him, while 
Dave, Junior and | were laughing up our victory. 


Marty was zonked out in his bunk, maybe meditating. 


"That was priceless. | can just see the headlines on Metal Sludge: Ulrich eats it goodl". Junior was splitting his 
sides. Dave slapped me on the back. 


"It would take a Mustaine to think of THAT. Welcome to the ‘family’ , Commander ", he smiled at me. | grinned 
back. 


"Just doing what I've wanted to do since | heard that piece of shit in his little ‘movie. Trust me, | would have 
done it if | was alone and he had bodyguards". 


Junior looked at me with his head cocked to one side. 
"You would have braved bodily harm to hit Lars Ulrich??" 
| looked at Junior and smirked. 


"'m a Mustaine. What WOULDN'T | do to Lars?" 


"You and The General aren't related." 


Dave looked at Junior, shook his head. 


"She doesn't have to be. She still put Ulrich on the run. 
That's damn good in my books. It deserves a party". 


Nick stopped laughing when he heard Dave say ‘party’. 


A huge wicked grin spread across his face. 

"AllriiigghtH" He shouted. 

The bus pulled up to the hotel. it was the same hotel we were staying at, so we went and got some clean 
clothes from our rooms. | was still in the bathroom when there was a knock on my door. "It's open, come in’, | 
called. The door opened and shut. | was still in my towel. Assuming it was either Jesse or Con, who were used 


to seeing me that way, | walked out of the bathroom and began using the towel to dry my hair. 


"You guys, Randy is going to kill us when he hears about what we did at Denny's. We were supposed to eat 


dinner, not decimate trolls." 
The laugh | got in response was familiar.. but it was not Con or Jesse. 
Oh shit, | thought, I'm buck naked, and it's DAVE in the room with me. What do | do now? 


Dave sat down on the bed. | could tell he was looking over every inch of my body. Too late to cover up, so | 


might as well just grin and bear it. | was already bearing it, | thought. So | might want to start grinning. 
"You know, you have a beautiful body, when you're not covered in pie", he mused quietly. 


| said the first thing that came to mind. Well okay, I'd been thinking it ever since ‘Killing ls My Business‘ came 


out. 
"You do too, from what I've seen of it". 


Dave's response was unexpected. He removed his shirt. "You've seen this before", he replied, walking over to 


me. "And you may have seen this part too". He removed his jeans, revealing silk boxer shorts. 
My heart quickened its pace a little. 
"But", he said as his fingers grabbed the waistband of his boxers,'you haven't seen this part of me before". 


And with that, he slid off his boxer shorts. | shut my eyes for a minute, not quite sure what to think. But 


Dave took my hand in his, leading me into the bathroom. 


"Ive had a shower, so I'm okay", | smiled. Dave winked at me. "I think you'll need another one.after this". 


He took my hand and put it over his hardening cock. 
My breath caught in my chest for a minute. God, | wanted to fuck him. | used to listen to Megadeth as a 


Teenager and dream that | was lying beside Dave. 
And now, here | was, with Dave Mustaine, who was only ten years older than | was, and he wanted to fuck me. 
| was going to go for it. 


The shower was warm, though the tile wall was cool against my back. The rubber bathmat under our feet 


kept us from slipping as we fumbled around. | was so ready for him, for this. 


Dave gently picked me up and helped me brace my back against the tile wall. Holding my hips, he lowered me 
onto his hard cock. His thickness pushed into me, 

causing a gasp from my lips. | held onto him tightly as he started to thrust, almost crying out as his teeth bit 
my shoulder. 


His wet copper hair hung down his back in waves, and | 
found his neck with my lips, teased him with my teeth. 


Dave groaned, and thrust into me harder than he had before. "I want you on all fours", he breathed in my ear. 


Holding me close, he carried me out of the bathroom, pulling out of my sweet lower lips long enough to let me 


get into position on the bed. | could tell this might hurt a bit. But it was the kind of pain | loved. 


Grasping my hips again, Dave entered me forcefully. 
| cried out, and he lowered his mouth to my shoulder and bit me lightly. | felt my wetness drip down one of 
my thighs, and he felt it too. "You better hold onto something, and | hope you like it rough. | wanna hear you 


scream". 


He thrust deep, hitting all my sweet spots at once, and he wasn't about to stop. The pounding my pussy got 
was beyond anything l'd ever had before. 


My brain was on overdrive, my body senses losing control. | was being fucked hard and mercilessly by Dave 


"The General" Mustaine. And what he was doing would ruin me for any other man. 


He rolled me over onto my back, looking down at me with dark hazel eyes, his hair brushing across my face 


and chest. Dave licked at my hard nipples hungrily, teasing them with his teeth. 


"Hello me. Meet the REAL me..", he snarled. Dave thrust into me hard, driving into a rhythm. The headboard of 
the bed smashed into the wall with each 
powerful thrust. | began thinking of the lyrics to ‘Mechanix’. | did shiver when he put it in. 


| could feel myself beginning to come, and | threw back my head in a single noted howl. Dave smiled down at 


me. 


"Well, hell-O.we have a yeller in the house. That's not all you'll do tonight", he teased. "They're all in the next 


room, so let's see if they like this." . 
Dave let out a growling yell, which reverberated off the room walls. 


In the next room, Nick looked at the wall. "Did you guys just hear that? Sounded like someone fucking in the 


next room". Then he put two and two together. 

"Holy shit, that's Joey's room! And Dave's in there with herll". Everyone else just looked at the ceiling. 
Underneath Dave, | was reaching my orgasm. Just by looking at him, | could tell he wasn't far off either. His 
facial expression was that of his trademark ‘ Mustaine snarl, but with a softer edge to it. | felt his hips buck 
hard into me, and the vein in his cock pulsed a beat. 

He was coming inside of me. Oh God. Thank God for birth control pills. Dave thrust hard against me, hips 
bucking again, grip on the headboard tightened, eyes 


shut, jaw clenched. Fuck, he looked awesome. 


Panting, he gently rolled off and lay beside me. 
"| hope | did it the way you like it, Commander", he teased, kissing my neck. 


"General, | loved it. If you ever want more, you know how to find me", | smiled and kissed his mouth. 


We zonked out for the night, in each other's arms. 


Whenever Megadeth and Hell's Highway toured at the same time, Dave and | booked the same hotels. 
The boys played poker, and Dave and | played Poke Her. 


When our bandmates played video games, we played 


sex games. 
When there was Battleship being played, next door Dave and | were playing Bash the Headboard. 


When they watched porn, we made porn of our own and 


didn't bother filming it. 


When they had groupies, Dave and | had each other. 


We explored every kink we could think of. 


Except anything involving key lime pie ... 


End. 


